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HOW LARIAT LUKE ESCAPED FROM THE GOP.
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CHOLLY (who is inebriated)—Shay. ole fellow.

Hﬂﬂ it ﬂ'apperjad. : { know jus' how you feel Had 'em myself lots
2. BEAUTY BILLY. THE SLUGGER: “Why. cert!” af times. worse than that
“I must say, Helen,” began her mother sternly.

“that you have shocked me beyond measure.” THE TRIUMPH OF TIRED TATTERS; Or, SAVED BY A GATAPAULT.

“Why. mamma'— T T - ¥ = G _ |

“To think,” continued the angry parent. “that (
after all the pains, | spent on your education you
should show such an utter lack of self-respect”—

“Qood gracious! What"—

“Sllence! Don't interrupt! | say that you have.
astonished me. Unless [ had seen it myself |
should never have believed that a child of mine
could so forgét herself.”

“For goodness sake, mamma.” exclaimed the
girl, ber fair face the embodiment of wonder.
“what do you mean by all these dreadful accusa-
tions 7"

“You know what | mean well enough.”

“But 1 assure you 1 do not.”

“Don’t prevaricate. [ tell you | was passing
the door at the time and saw it with my owp
eyes."

“Saw what?"

*“You aggravating girl! Saw that young Fresh
ley kissing you and you never saying a word.”

“How conld I if he was kissing me?"

“Don’t be flippant. Then you admit that be
was kissing you?’ -

“I certainly do not. With all due respect to
you. mamma. | must absolutely deny it."

“What! Am I 10 doubt the evidence of my own
senses ™

“Ip this ease they have deceived you.”

“Then.” said the mother, with withering sor

L. ‘Here you are! The greatest lung tester in the ‘vorld! Say, Shorty, . _ it LT \'
just have a trial. It wont take you a minute." A ’ 25 1,\
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Their Professional Status.

The new opera bad been a most overwhelming
succeas. and the receipts at the box office each
night were tremendous. It was the first produc
tion ‘of the author and the eomposer.

After ‘the plece had been running several
months and there seemed no abatement of the
popular demand for ft. if was deided that a
grand miidnight dinner should be held after the
performance, at which the management, the ecast.
and all whe had participated in the production
of this glorious success must be present.

It was undoubtedly & gorgeous affair.

Opposite the restaurant, In Madison Square
Park, n sbabby, genteel man sat on a bench and
gazed listlessly ar the bright windows of the
upper room swhere the merrymeking was golog
on. He had sat there for some little time when
be suddenly heard his name spoken. Looking
around, he sald:

“Hello, Jim!"™

“Hello. Jack. S8ay, old man, ean you stake me
balf a dollar? [ want 1o get a supper and bed
some place to-night, and T haven't a"—

“Borry, old man: I'm dead broke myself. Wont,”
pointing to the restaurant. “the boss up there"——

“No go. Jack. He told me ro go to the devil
last time I asked him, He sald we had both got
our fifteen dollars apiece for our work. and"—

JJust then a policeman came along and chased
them cut of the park. v

They were the author and the compoger of the
new opera

young man dolog with his face pressed close 1o
yours”?”

“Well. mamma. dear.” replied the innocem gir)
ingenuously. “if you'll be reasonable I'll tell you
bow it happened. ‘The faet was that a borrid
mosquito had just ‘bitten me on the Hp. and—any
Mr Freshley had generously volunteered to such
the polson frow the wound."

VW

L

Father to the Man.

“He'll be o wheelman iwchen he grows up.” chuckled
ir. Bprocketts, as he dandled his flve-monthe-old.
ohild.

“How do you know?" asked Mrs. Sprocketts

"‘JW lizten to his bawl-bearing mouth.”
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Ever a2 Mystery.
That n woman is queer may be readily seen,
FPor she has a wonderful way
Tt kills her to run a sewing machine,
But she'll ride a bike all day
— %
A Nuisance.
TOMMY—Pop. what's a pedestrian?
CUMSO—0Oh. he's one of those chaps who's aloays
Kicking against the Bieyolists,




